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deserted houses and rattled the bare boughs of the
trees.
A week later, coming down from the hills, I
relished the warmth of Dehra Dun. But the
Council of Princes was holding its last session and,
wishing to attend this, we left post-haste for Delhi.
In a fortnight's time, however, we were to return to
the green valley of the Himalayas, as the guests of
Major Shamsher Singh, who had promised us a
week's shikar in the jungle.
On this occasion we stayed some eighteen miles
away from the European city of Dehra Dun and
half that distance from Hardwar, the sacred city
of the Hindus, under the thatched roof of a little
shooting bungalow hidden away in the dense jungle
lining the Ganges banks.
Every day at sunrise we gathered on the mat-and-
thatch verandah of our rustic abode, to find the
Major's five trusty elephants drawn up in line
awaiting us.
I imagine that the pygmies of New Guinea see no
great difference between a veteran taxi and the
latest Rolls-Royce ; for them there is a genus car,
^differentiated into species. And as the savage
with his naive generalizations, I must own that two
months previously I looked on elephants as all alike.
Now I know better. There are elephants and ele-
phants, and their temperaments are as various as
their sizes. Some are cursed with paltry little
trunks, so ludicrously undersized that they must
stoop to drink; while others have majestic trunks,
so splendidly protractile that they hold them
proudly high in air for all to see and marvel at.
Some elephants have sagging skins that make them
look like convalescents who have grown too thin for
their old clothes. Others have their hides tight as